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cake. She sat down on the brick wall of the
lo^ia, and started earing it.

"You're home early, Doreen?"

" Yes. I was worried about you."

''Anything else?"

She coloured slightly. " It wasn't very interest-
ing there today. Only Peter."

**1 thought you liked Peter."

The colour intensified. "So I do. But there
is something about people who come from India,
Fie is a bit Khatmandu in some ways/'

"Khntmandu?"

She said "Yes", and laughed, but there was
something uneasy about that laugh. He drew him-
self out of the chaise-longue, and, taking her arm,
walked down to the lakeside with her, taking the
last of the bread and butter for the ducks.

"Did something go wrong?" he asked.

"Yes," she said, "it did. Peter was rather
troublesome. There is a big dance being given
over at Wethington, a charity affair, and he
wanted to take me/*

"Why on earth shouldn't he want to take
you?'*

" I didn't want to go."

"Why not?"

She stopped by the side of the lake, and utt*
linking her arm stood there pulling at the reedi
and the rushes which grew there, " After all I
am married. It doesn't seem fair to go gallivanting
off like that."

** But, darling, I want you to enjoy yourself/*

" I shouldn't enjoy myself without vim, and you
don't dance/*